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COME INTO THE GARDEN, MAUD. 



OME into the garden, Maud, 

For the black bat, night, has flown ; 
Come into the garden, Maud, 
I am here at the gate alone ; 
And the woodbine spices are wafted abroad, 
And the musk of the roses blown. 



For a breeze of morning moves, 
And the planet of Love is on high, 

Beginning to faint in the light that she loves 
On a bed of daffodil sky, — 

To faint in the light of the sun she loves, 
To faint in his light, and to die. 



All night have the roses heard 
The flute, violin, bassoon ; 
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12 FAVORITE POEMS. 

All uigbt has the casement jessamine stirr'd. 
To the dancers dancing in tune : 

Till a silence fiell with the waking bird. 
And a hush with the setting moon. 

I said to the lily, " There is but one 

With whom she has heart to be gay. 
When will the dancers leave her alone ? 

She is weary of dance and play." 
Now half to the setting moon are gone. 

And half to the rising day ; 
Low on the sand and loud on the stone 

The last wheel echoes away. 

I said to the rose, " The brief night goes 

In babble and revel and wine. 
O young lord-lover, what sighs are those. 

For one that will never be thine ? 
But mine, but mine," so I sware to the rose, 

" For ever and ever, mine." 

And the soul of the rose went into my blood. 
As the music clash'd in the ball ; 

And long by the garden lake I stood. 
For I heard your rivulet fall 
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COMB INTO THE GARDEN, MAUD. 15 

from the lake to tlie meadow and on to the 
wood, 
Our wood, tliat is dearer than all ; 

Prom the meadow your walks have left so sweet 
That whenever a March-wind sighs 

He sets the jewel-print of your feet 
In violets blue as your eyes, 

To the woody hollows in which we meet 
And the valleys of Paradise. 

The slender acacia would not shake 

One long milk-bloom on the tree ; 
The white lake-blossom fell into the lake. 

As the pimpernel dozed on the lea ; 
But the rose was awake all night for your sake. 

Knowing your promise to me ; 
The lilies and roses were all awake. 

They sighed for the dawn and thee. 

Queen rose of the rosebud garden of girls. 
Come hitlier, the dances are done. 

In gloss of satin and glimmer of pearls. 
Queen lily and rose in one ; 
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Sliine out, little head, sunning over with curls 
To the flowers, and be their sun. 

There has fallen a splendid tear 

From the passion-flower at the gate. 
She is coming, my dove, my dear ; 

She is coming, my life, my fate ; 
The red rose cries, " She is near, she is near"; 

And the white rose weeps, " She is late " ; 
The larkspur listens, " I hear, I hear " ; 

And the lily whispers, " I wait." 

She is coming, my own, my sweet; 

Were it ever so airy a tread. 
My heart would hear her and beat. 

Were it earth in an earthy bed ; 
My dust would hear her and beat, 

Had I lain for a century dead ; 
Would start and tremble under her feet. 

And blossom in purple and red. 
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19 



THE BUGIiE SONG. 



flHE splendor falls ou castle walls 
And snowy summits old in story ; 
The long light shakes across the 
lakes. 
And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying. 
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, 
dying. 

O hark, hear ! how thin and clear. 

And thinner, clearer, farther going ; 
sweet and far, from cliff and scar. 
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing ! 
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying : 
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, 
djing. 

O love, they die in yon rich sky, 
They faint on hill or field or river : 

Our echoes roll from soul to soul, 
And grow forever and forever. 
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Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, 
dying. 



TEABS, IBIiE TEABS. 



EAES, idle tears, I know not what 
they mean, 
Tears from the depth of some divine 
despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes. 
In looking on the happy Autumn-fields, 
And thinking of the days that are no more. 

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail. 
That brings our friends up from the under- 
world. 
Sad as the last which reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love below the verge ; 
So sad, so fresii, the days that are no more. 

Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer 
dawns 
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The earliest pipe of balf-awakeued birds 

To dying ears, when unto dying eyes 

Tlie casement slowly grows a glimmering 

square ; 
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more. 

Dear as remembered kisses after death, 
And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned 
On lips that are for others, deep as love. 
Deep as first love, and wild with all regret, 
O Death in Life, the days that are no more. 



SONG TO THE SWALLOW. 



SWALLOW, Swallow, flying South, 
Fly to her, and fall upon her gilded 
eaves. 
And tell her, tell her what I tell to thee. 



tell her, Swallow, thou that knowest each, 
That bright and fierce and fickle is the South, 
And dark and true and tender is the North. 
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O Swallow, Swallow, if I could follow, and 
light 
Upon ber lattice, I would pipe and trill, 
And cheep and twitter twenty million loves. 

O were I thou that she might take me in. 
And lay me on her bosom, and her heart 
Would rock the snowy cradle till I died. 

Wliy lingeretb she to clothe her heart with 
love, 
Delaying as the tender ash delays 
To clothe herself, when all the woods are green ? 

O tell her, Swallow, that thy brood is flown : 
Say to her, I do but wanton in the South, 
But in the North long since my nest is made. 

O tell her, brief is life but love is long. 
And brief the sun of summer in the North, 
And brief the moon of beauty in the Soutii. 

O Swallow, flying from the golden woods, 
Fly to her, and pipe and woo her, and make 

her mine. 
And tell her, tell her, that I follow thee.*' 
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ENID»S SONG. 

URN, Fortune, turn tliy wlieel and 

lower tlie proud; 
Turn thy wild wheel tliro' sunshine, 
storm, and cloud; 
Thy wheel and thee we neither love nor hate. 

Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel with smile or 
frown ; 
With that wild wheel we go not up or down ; 
Our hoard is little, but our hearts are great. 

Smile and we smile, the lords of many lands ; 
Frown and we smile, the lords of our own 

hands ; 
For man is man and master of his fate. 

Turn, turn thy wheel above the staring 
crowd ; 
Thy wheel and thou are sliadows in tlie cloud ; 
Thy wheel and thee we neither love nor hate. 



Digitized by Google 



24 FAVORITE POEMS. 



VIVIEN'S SONG. 



[jN Love, if Love be Love, iC Love be 

ours, 
—'Faith aud unfaitli can ne'er be equal 
powers ; 
XJnfaith in aught is want of faith in all. 

It is the little rift within the lute 
That by and by will make the music mute. 
And ever widening slowly silence all. 

The little rift within the lover's lute. 
Or little pitted speck in garner'd fruit, 
That rotting inward slowly mouldere all. 

It is not worth the keeping : let it go ; 
But shall it ? answer,, darling, answer, no. 
And trust me not at all or all in all. 
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EIiAINE'S SONG. 

jjWBET is trae love though given in 
. vain, in vain ; 
^And sweet is death who puts an end to 
pain : 
I know not which is sweeter, no, not I. 

Love, art thou sweet? then bitter death 
must be : 
Love, thou art bitter; sweet is death to me. 

Love, if death be sweeter, let me die. 

Sweet love, that seems not made to fade 
away. 
Sweet death that seems to make us loveless clay, 

1 know not which is sweeter, no, not I. 

I fain would follow love, if that could be ; 
I needs must follow death, who calls for me ; 
Call and I follow, I follow I let me die. 
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SONG OF THE NOVICE TO QUEEN 
GUINEVERE. 



ATE, late, so late ! and dark tlie night 

and chill ! 
tate, late, so late! but we can enter 
still. 
Too late, too late ! ye cannot enter now. 

No light had we : for that we do repent ; 
And learning this, the bridegroom will relent. 
Too late, too late ! ye cannot enter now. 

No light : so late ! and dark and chill the 
night ; 
O let us in, that we may find the light ! 
Too late, too late : ye cannot enter now. 

Have we not heard the bridegroom is so 
sweet P 
O let us in, though late, to kiss his feet I 
No, no, too late ! ye cannot enter now. 
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RING OtTT, WILD BEIiIiS. 



^ING out, wild bells, to the wild sky. 
The flying cloud, the frosty light ; 



The year is dying in the night ; 
King out, wild bells, and let him die. 

Bing out the old, ring in the now, 

Ring, happy bells, across the snow : 
The year is going, let him go : 

Ring out the false, ring in the true. 



Ring out the grief that saps the mind, 
For those that here we see no more ; 
Ring out the feud of rich and poor. 

Ring in redress to all mankind. 

Ring out a slowly dying cause, 

And ancient forms of party strife ; 
Ring in the nobler modes of life. 

With sweeter manners, purer laws. 
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Ring out the want, tlie care, the sin. 
The faithless coldness of the times ; 
Ring out, ring out mj mouruful rhymes. 

But ring the fuller minstrel in. 

Ring out false pride in place and blood, 
Tlie civic slander and the spite ; 
Ring in the love of truth and right. 

Ring in the fcommon love of good. 

Ring out old shapes of foul disease. 

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold ; 
Ring out the thousand wars of old. 

Ring in the thousand years of peace. 

Ring in the valiant man and free. 

The larger heart, the kindlier hand ; 
Ring out the darkness of the laud, ' 

Ring in the Christ that is to be. 
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THE POET'S SONO. 

f[HE rain had fallen, the Poet arose. 
He passed by the town, and out of 
the street, 

A light wind blew from the gates of the sun, 
And waves of shadow went over the wheat. 
And he sat him down in a lonely place, 

And chanted a melody loud and sweet, 
That made the wild-swan pause in her cloud. 
And the lark drop down at his feet. 

The swallow stopt as he hunted the bee. 

The snake slipt under a spray. 
The wild hawk stood with the down on his beak 

And stared, with his foot on the prey, 
And the nightingale thought, "I have sung 
many songs. 

But never a one so gay, 
Por he sings of what the world will be 

Wlicn the years have died away.'* 
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BREAK, BREAK, BREAK. 



jjREAK, break, break, 

Oa thy cold gray stones, O Sea ! 
And I wonld that my tongue could 
utter 
The thoughts that arise in me. 

well for the fisherman's boy, 
That he shouts with his sister at play ! 

O well for the sailor lad, 
That he sings in his boat on the bay! 

And the stately ships go on 

To their haven under the hill ; 
But for the touch of a vanished hand. 

And the sound of a voice that is still ! 



Break, break, break, 

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea ! 
But the tender grace of a day that is dead 

Will never come back to me. 
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THE IiADY OP SHAIiOTT. 



N either side the river He 
Long fields of barley and of rje, 
That clothe the wold and meet the sky ; 
And thro' the field the road runs by 

To many-tower'd Camelot ; 
And up and down the people go. 
Gazing where the lilies blow 
Round an island there below, 

The island of Shalott. 

Willows whiten, aspens quiver. 
Little breezes dusk and shiver 
Thro' the wave that runs forever 
By the island in the river 

Flowing down to Camelot. 
Four gray walls, and four gray towers. 
Overlook a space of flowers. 
And the silent isle im bowers 

The Lady of Shalott. 

Digitized by Google 



34 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Bj the margin, willow-veil'd. 
Slide the heavy barges traii'd 
By slow horses ; and uuhail'd 
The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd 

Skimming down to Camelot : 
But who hath seen her wave her hand ? 
Or at the casement seen ber stand ? 
Or is she known in all the land. 

The Lady of Slialott P 

Only reapers, reaping early 
In among the bearded barley. 
Hear a song that echoes cheerly 
From the river winding clearly, 

Down to tower'd Camelot : 
And by the moon the reaper weary. 
Piling sheaves in uplands airy, 
Listening, whispers " 'T is the fairy 

Lady of Shalott." 



PART n. 

There she weaves by night and day 
A magic web with colors gay. 
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She has heard a whisper say, 
A curse is on her if she stay 

To h)ok down to Camelot. 
She knows not what the curse may be. 
And so she weaveth steadily. 
And little other care hath she. 

The Lady of Shalott. 

And moving thro' a mirror clear 
That haugs before her all the year. 
Shadows of the world appear. 
There she sees the highway near 

Winding down to Camelot : 
There the river eddy whirls. 
And there the surly village-churls. 
And the red cloaks of market-girls. 

Pass onward from Shalott. 

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad. 
An abbot on an ambling pad, 
Sometiuies a curly shepherd-lad. 
Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad, 

Goes by to tower'd Camelot ; 
And sometimes thro' the mirror blue 
The knights come riding two and two : 
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She batli no loyal kuight and true, 
The Lady of SLalott. 

But in her web she still delights 
To weave the mirror's magic sights, 
For often thro' the silent nights 
A funeral, with plumes and lights, 

And music, went to Camelot : 
Or when the moon was overhead, 
Came two young lovers lately wed ; 
" I am half sick of shadows," said 

The Lady of Shalott. 



PART in. 

A BOW-SHOT from her bower-eaves. 
He rode between the barley-sheaves. 
The sun came dazzling thro* the leaves. 
And flamed upon the brazen greaves 

Of bold Sir Lancelot. 
A red-cross knight forever kneel'd 
To a lady in his shield. 
That sparkled on the yellow field. 

Beside remote Shalott. 
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The gemmy bridle glitter'd free. 
Like to some branch of stars we see 
Hung in the golden Galaxy. 
The bridle bells rang merrily 

As he rode down to Camelot : 
And from his blazon'd baldric slung 
A mighty silver bugle hung, 
And as he rode his armor rung, 

Beside remote Shalott. 

All in the blue unclouded weather 
Thick-jeweird shone the saddle-leather, 
The helmet and the helmet-feather 
Burned like one burning flame together. 

As he rode down to Camelot. 
As often thro' the purple night. 
Below the starry clusters bright. 
Some bearded meteor, trailiug light. 

Moves over still Shalott. 

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd ; 
On bumish'd hooves his war-horse trode ; 
From underneath his helmet flow'd 
His coal-blaqk curls as on he rode. 

As he rode down to Camelot. 
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From the bank and from the river 
He flash'd into the crystal mirror, 
" Tirra lirra," by the river 

Sang, Sir Lancelot. 

She left the web, she left the loom. 
She made three paces thro' the room, 
She saw the water-lily bloom. 
She saw the helmet and 1 he plume. 

She look'd down to Camelot. 
Out flew the web and floated wide ; 
The mirror crack'd from side to side ; 
" The curse is come upon me," cried 

The Lady of Shalolt. 

PAUT IV. 

In the stormy east-wind straining. 
The pale yellow woods were waning, 
The broad stream in his banks complaining, 
Heavily the low sky raining 

Over tower'd Camelot ; 
Down she came and found a boat 
Beneath a willow left afloat. 
And round about the prow she wrote 

The Lady of Shalott, 
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And down the river's dim expanse — 
Like some bold seer in a trance. 
Seeing all his own mischance — 
With a glassy countenance 

Did she look to Camelot. 
And at the closing of tiie day 
She loosed the chain, and down she lay ; 
The broad stream bore her far away. 

The Lady of Shalott. 

Lying, robed in snowy whit« 
That loosely flew to left and right — 
The leaves upon her falling light — 
Thro* the noises of the night 

She floated down to Camelot : 
And as the boat-head wound along 
The willowy hills and fields among, 
They heard her singing her last song. 

The Lady of Shalott. 

Heard a carol, mournful, holy. 
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly. 
Till her blood was frozen slowly. 
And her eyes were darken'd wholly, 

Turn'd to tower*d Camelot ; 
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Por ere she reach'd upon the tide 
The first house by the water-side, 
Singing in her song she died. 

The Lady of Shalott. 

Under tower and balcony. 

By garden-wall and gallery, 

A gleaming shape she floated by, 

Dead-pale between the houses high. 

Silent into Camelot. 
Out upon the wharves they came. 
Knight and burgher, lord and dame. 
And round the prow they read her name. 

The Lady of Shalott 

Wlio is this ? and what is here ? 
And in the lighted palace near 
Died the sound of royal cheer ; 
And they cross'd themselves for fear. 

All the knights of Camelot : 
But Lancelot mused a little space ; 
He said, " She has a lovely face ; 
God in his mercy lend her grace. 

The Lady of Shalott." 
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CliABIBEL. 
A MELODY. 

Dlaribel low-lieth 
breezes pause and die, 
; the rose-leaves fall : 
oak-tree sigheth, 
ambrosial, 
jnt melody 
agony, 
low-lieth. 



e boometh 

Athwart the thicket lone : 
At noon the wild bee humnieth 

About the mossed headstone : 
At midnight the moon cometh 

And looketh down alone. 
Her song the lintwhite swelleth, 
The clear- voiced mavis dwelleth. 

The callow throstle lispeth. 
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The slumbrous wave outwelletb. 
The babbling runnel crispeth. 
The hollow grot veplieth 
Where Claribel low-lieth. 



THE MIIiliEB'S DAUGHTER. 

j]T is the miller's daughter, 

And she is grown so dear, so dear. 
That I would be the jewel 
That trembles at her ear : 
Tor, hid in ringlets day and night, 
I 'd touch her neck so warm and white. 

And I would be the girdle 

About her dainty, dainty waist. 
And her heart would beat against me 

In sorrow and in rest : 
And I should know if it beat right, 
I'd clasp it round so close and tight. 

And I would be the necklace. 
And all day long to fall and rise 
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Upon her balmy bosom, 

With her laughter or her sighs, 

And I would lie so light, so light, 
I scarce should be unclasped at night. 



THE MEBMAID. 



HO would be 
A mermaid fair. 
Singing alone. 



Combing her hair 
Under the sea. 
In a golden curl 
With a comb of pearl. 
On a throne? 

I would be a mermaid fair ; 
I would siug to myself the whole of the day ; 
With a comb of pearl I would comb my hair ; 
And still as I combed I would sing and say, 
" Who is it loves me ? who loves not me ? '* 
I would comb my hair till my ringlets would fall. 
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Low adown, low adown. 
From under my starry sea-bud crown 

Low adown and around. 
And I should look like a fountain of gold 
Springing alone 

"With a shrill inner sound 
Over the throne 

In the midst of the hall ; 
Till that great sea-snake under the sea 
From his coiled sleeps in the central deeps 
Would slowly trail himself sevenfold 
Round the hall where I sate, and look in at the 



With his large calm eyes for the love of me. 
And all the mermen under the sea 
Would feel their immortality 
Die in their hearts for the love of me. 

But at night I would wander away, away, 
I would fling on each side my low-flowing 
locks, 

And lightly vault from the throne and play 
With the mermen in and out of the rocks ; 

We would run to and fro, and hide and seek, 
On the broad sea- wolds i' the crimson shells. 
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Whose silvery spikes are nighest the sea. 
But if any came near, I would call and shriek, 
And adown the steep like a wave 1 would leaj) 

From the diamond ledges that jut from the 
dells, 
For I would not be kissed by all who list. 
Of the bold merry mermen under the sea ; 
Tiiey would sue me, and woo me, and flatter me. 
In the purple twiliglits under the sea ; 
But the king of them all would carry me. 
Woo me, and win me, and marry me, 
In tlie branching jaspers under the sea; 
Then all the dry pied things that be 
In the hueless mosses under 1 he sea 
Would curl round my silver feet silently, 
All looking up for the love of me. 
And if I should carol aloud, from aloft 
All things that are forked, and horned, and soft, 
Would lean out from the hollow sphere of the 

sea. 
All looking down for the love of me. 
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THE SISTEBS. 



E were two daughters of one race : 
She was the fairest in the face : 
The wind is blowing in turret and tree. 
They were together, and she fell ; 
Therefore revenge became rae weU. 
the Earl was fair to see ! 

She died : she went to burning flame : 
She mixed her ancient blood with shame. 

The wind is howling in turret and tree. 
Whole weeks and months, and early and late. 
To win his love I lay in wait. 

the Earl was fair to see ! 

I made a feast; I bade him come : 
I won liis love, I brought him home. 

The wind is roaring in turret and tree. 
And after supper, on a bed. 
Upon my lap he laid his head : 

the Earl was fair to see ! 
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I kissed his eyelids into resf. : 
His ruddy cheek upon my breast. 

The wind is raging in turret and tree. 
I hat«d him with the hate of hell, 
But I loved his beauty passing welL 

O the Earl was hit to see ! 

I rose up in the silent night : 

I made my dagger sharp and bright. 

The wind is raving in turret and tree. 
As half-asleep his breath he drew. 
Three times I stabbed him through and through. 

the Earl was fair to see ! 

I curled and combed his comely head, 
He looked so graud when he was dead. 

The wind is blowing in turret and tree. 
I wrapt his body in the sheet, 
And laid him at his mother's feet. 

the Earl was fair to see ! 
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AS THBO' THE liAND AT EVE WE 
WENT. 



■ S thro' the land at eve we went. 
And pluck'd tlie ripeu'd ears. 
We fell out, my wife and I, 
We fell out, I know not why. 
And kiss'd again with tears. 

And blessings on the falling out 

That all the more endears. 
When we fall out with those we love. 

And kiss again with tears ! 

For when we came where lies the cluld 

We lost in other years. 
There above the little grave, 
O there above the little grave. 

We kiss'd again with tears. 
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LADY CliABA VEBE DE VEBE. 



;ADY Clara Vere de Vere, 

Of me you shall not win renown ; 
^^' You thought to break a country heart 
Eor pastime, ere you went to town. 
At me you smiled, but unbeguiled 
I saw the snare, and I retired : 
The daughter of a hundred Earls, 
You are not one to be desired. 

Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

I know you proud to bear your name ; 
Your pride is yet no mate for mine. 

Too proud to care from whence I came. 
Nor would I break for your sweet sake 

A heart that dotes on truer charms. 
A simple maiden in her flower 

Is worth a hundred coats-of-arms. 

Jiidy Clara Vere de Vere, 

Some meeker pupil you must find, 
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For were you queen of all that is, 
I could not stoop to such a miud. 

You sought to prove how I could love. 
And my disdain is my reply. 

The lion on your old stone gates 
Is not more cold to you than I. 

Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

You put strange memories in my head. 
Not thrice your branching limes have blown 

Smce I beheld young Laurence dead. 
your sweet eyes, your low replies : 

A great enchantress you may be ; 
But there was that across his throat 

Which you had hardly cared to see. 

Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

Wlien thus he met his mother's view. 
She had the passions of her kind. 

She spake some certain truths of you. 
Indeed, I heard one bitter word 

That scarce is fit for you to hear : 
Her manners had not that repose 

Which stamps the caste of Vere de Vere. 
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Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

There stands a spectre in your hall ; 
The guilt of blood is at your door : 

You changed a wholesome heart to gall. 
You held your course without remorse, 

To make him trust his modest worth. 
And, last, you fixed a vacant stare, 

And slew him with vour noble birth. 



Trust me, Clara Vere de Vere, 

From yon blue heavens above us bent 
The grand old gardener and his wife 

Smile at the claims of long descent. 
Howe'er it be, it seems to me, 

'T is only noble to be good. 
Kind hearts are more than coronets. 

And simple faith than Norman blood. 

I know you, Clara Vere de Vere : 

You pine among your halls and towers ; 

The languid light of your proud eyes 
Is wearied of the rolling hours. 

In glowing health, with boundless wealth. 
But sickening of a vague disease, 
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You know so ill to deal with time. 

You needs must play such pranks as these. 

Clara, Clara Vere de Vere, 

If Time be heavy on your hands, 
Are there no beggars at your gate, 

Nor any poor about your lands ? 
O ! teach the orphan-boy to read, 

Or teach the orphan-girl to sew. 
Pray Heaven for a human heart. 

And let the foolish yeoman go. 



HOME THEY BKOUGHT HER WAB- 
BIOB DEAD. 



^OME they brought her warrior dead : 
I She nor swooned nor uttered cry : 
' All her maidens, watching, said, 



" She must weep or she will die." 

Then they praised him, soft and low. 
Called him worthy to be loved. 

Truest friend and noblest foe ; 
Yet she neither spoke nor moved. 
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Stole a maiden from her place. 

Lightly to the warrior slept, 
Took the face-cloth from the face : 

Yet she neither moved nor wept. 

Kose a nurse of ninety years. 
Set his child upon her knee, — 

Like summer tempest came her tears, — 
" Sweet my child, I live for thee." 



THX: MAY QUEEN. 



pU must wake and call me early, call me 

early, mother dear ; 
To-morrow 'ill be the happiest time of 
all the glad New-year ; 
Of all the glad New-year, mother, the maddest, 

merriest day ; 
For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm 
to be Queen o* the May. 

There 's many a black, black eye, they say, but 
none so bright as mine ; 
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There 's Margaret and Mary, there *s Kate and 

Caroline ; 
But none so fair as little Alice in all the land, 

they say : 
So I 'm to be Queen o* the May, mother, I 'm 

to be Queen o' the May. 

I sleep so sound all night, mother, that I shall 

never wake. 
If you do not call me loud when the day begins 

to break : 
But I must gather knots of flowers, and buds 

and garlands gay, 
For I *m to be Queen o' tlie May, mother, I 'm 

to be Queen o' the May. 

As I came up the valley, whom think ye should 

I see. 
But Robin leaning on the bridge beneath the 

hazel-tree ? 
He thought of that sharp look, mother, I gave 

him yesterday, — 
But I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, 1 'm 

to be Queen o' the May. 
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He thought I was a ghost, mother, for I was 

all in white, 
And I ran by him without speakings like a flash 

of light. 
They call me cruel-hearted, but I care not what 

they say, 
For I *m to be Queen o' the May, mother, I *m 

to be Queen o' tlie May. 

They say he 's dying all for love, but that can 

never be : 
They say liis Iieart is breaking, mother, — what 

is that to me ? 
There *s many a bolder lad 'ill woo me any 

summer day. 
And I 'm to be Queen o* the May, mother, I'm 

to be Queen o' the May. 

Little Effis shall go with me to-morrow to the 

green. 
And you '11 be there, too, mother, to see me 

made the Queen : 
For the slieplierd lads on every side 'ill come 

from far away. 
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And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I'm 
to be Queen o' the May. 

The honeysuckle round the porch has woven its 

wavy bowers. 
And by the meadow-trenches blow the faint 

sweet cuckoo-flowers ; 
And the wild marsh-marigold shines like fire in 

swamps and hollows gray, 
And I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I'm 

to be Queen o' the May. 

The night-winds come and go, mother, upon 

the meadow grass, 
And the happy stars above them seem to 

brighten as they pass ; 
There will not be a drop of rain the whole of 

the livelong day. 
And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm 

to be Queen o' the May. 

All the valley, mother, 'ill be fresh and green 

and still. 
And the cowslip and the crowfoot are over all 

the hill. 
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And the riviilet in the flowery dale 'ill merrily 

glance and play, 
Por I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I'm 

to be Queen o' the May. 

So you must wake and call me early, call me 

early, mother dear. 
To-morrow 'ill be the happiest time of all the 

glad New-year : 
To-morrow 'ill be of all the year the maddest, 

merriest day, 
Por I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm 

to be Queen o' the May. 



NE'W YEAB'S EVE. 



{IF you 're waking call me early, call me 

early, mother dear, 
^Por I would see the sun rise upon the 
glad New-year. 
It is the last New-year that I shall ever see. 
Then you may lay me low i' the mould, and 
think no more of me. 
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To-night T saw the sun set : he set and left be- 
hind 

The good old year, the dear old time, and all 
my peace of mind ; 

And the New-year's coming up, mother, but I 
shall never see 

The blossom on the blackthorn, the leaf upon 
the tree. 

Last May we made a crown of flowers : we 

had a merry day ; 
Beneatli the hawthorn on the green they made 

me Queen of May ; 
And we danced about the May-pole and in the 

hazel copse. 
Till Charles's Wain came out above the tall 

white chimney-tops. 

There 's not a flower on all the hills: the frost 

is on the pane : 
I only wish to live till the snowdrops come 

again : 
I wish the snow would melt and the sun come 

out on high : 
I long to see a flower so before the day I die. 

Digitized by Google 



NEW year's 'EVE. 67 

The building rook 'ill caw from the windy tall 
elm -tree, 

And the tufted plover pipe along the fallow lea, 

And the swallow 'ill come back again with sum- 
mer o'er the wave, 

But I shall lie alone, mother, within the moul- 
dermg grave. 

Upon the chancel-casement, and upon that 

grave of mine. 
In the early, early morning the summer sun 

'ill shine. 
Before the red cock crows from the farm upon 

the hill. 
When you are warm asleep, mother, and all 

the world is still. 

When the flowers come again, mother, beneath 

the waning light. 
You'll never see me more in the long gray 

fields at night ; 
When from the dry dark wold the summer airs 

blow cool 
On the oat-grass and the sword-grass, and the 

bulrush in the pool. 

Digitized by Google 



68 FAVgRITB POEMS. 

You '11 bury me, my mother, just beneath the 

hawthorn shade. 
And you '11 come sometimes and see me where 

I am lowly laid. 
I shall not forget you, mother, I shall hear you 

when you pass. 
With your feet above my head in tlie long and 

pleasant grass. 

I have been wild and wayward, but you '11 for- 
give me now ; 

You '11 kiss me, my own mother, and forgive 
me ere I go: 

Nay, nay, you must not weep, nor let your 
grief be wild. 

You should not fret for me, mother, you have 
another child. 

If I can, I '11 come again, mother, from out my 

resting-place ; 
Though you '11 not see me, mother, I shall look 

upon your face ; 
Though I cannot speak a word, I shall hearken 

what you say. 
And be often, often with you when you think 

I'm far away. 
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Good night, good night, when I have said 

good night forevermore, 
And you see me carried out from the threshold 

of the door ; 
Don't let Effie come to see me till my grave 

be growing green : 
She '11 be a better child to you than ever I have 

been. 

She '11 find my garden- tools upon the granary 
floor; 

Let her take *em : they are hers : I shall never 
garden more : 

But tell her, when I 'm gone, to train the rose- 
bush that I set 

About the parlor- window and the box of mign- 
onette. 

Good night, sweet mother : call me before the 

day is born. 
All night I lie awake, but I fall asleep at morn; 
But I would see the sun rise upon the glad 

New-year, 
So, if you 're waking, call me, call me early, 

mother dear. 
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CONCIiUSION. 



THOUGHT to pass away before, and 

yet alive I am ; 
And in the fields all round I hear the 
bleating of the lamb. 
How sadly, I remember, rose the morning of 

the year ! 
To die before the snowdrop came, and now the 
violet 's here. 

sweet is the new violet, that comes beneath 

the skies. 
And sweeter is the young lamb's voice to me 

that cannot rise. 
And sweet is all the land about, and all the 

flowers that blow. 
And sweeter far is death than life to me that 

long to go. 

It seemed so hard at first, mother, to leave the 
blessed sun. 
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And now it seems as bard to stay ; and yet. 

His will be done ! 
But still I tbink it can't be long before I find 

release ; 
And tbat good man, tbe clergyman, bas told 

me words of peace. 

O blessings on bis kindly voice and on bis sil- 
ver bair ! 

And blessings on bis wbole life long, until be 
meet ma tbere ! 

O blessings on bis kindly beart and on bis sil- 
ver bead ! 

A tbousand times I blest bim, as be knelt 
beside my bed. 

He taugbt me all tbe mercy, for be sbowed me 

all tbe sin. 
Now, tbougb my lamp was ligbted late, tbere 's 

One will let me in : 
Nor would I now be well, motber, again, if 

tbat could be, 
Por my desire is but to pass to Him tbat died 

for me. 
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I did not bear the dog howl, mother, or the 

death-watch beat. 
There came a sweeter token when the night 

and morning meet : 
But sit beside my bed, mother, and pnt your 

hand in mine, 
And Effie on the other side, and I will tell the 

sign. 



All in the wild March-morning I heard the 
angels call ; 

It was when the moon was setting, and the 
dark was over all; 

The trees began to whisper, and the wind be- 
gan to roll. 

And in the wild March-morning I heard them 
call my soul. 

For lying broad awake I thought of you and 

Effie dear ; 
I saw you sitting in the house, and I no longer 

here; 
With all my strength I prayed for both, and 

so I felt resigned. 
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And up the valley came a swell of music on 
the wind. 



I thought that it was fancy, and I listened in 

my bed, 
And then did something speak to me — I 

know not what was said ; 
For great delight and shuddering took hold of 

all my mind. 
And up the valley came again the music on 

the wind. 

But you were sleeping ; and I said, " It *s not 

for them ; it 's mine." 
And if it comes three times, I thought, I take 

it for a sign. 
And once again it came, and close beside the 

window-bars. 
Then seemed to go right up to heaven and die 

among the stars. 

So now I think my time is near. I trust it is. 

I know 
The blessed music went that way my soul will 

have to go. 
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And for myself, indeed, I care not if I go to- 
day, 

But, Effie, you must comfort her when I am 
passed away. 

And say to Robin a kind word, and tell Lim 

not to fret ; 
There's many wortliier than I would make 

him happy yet. 
If I had lived — I cannot tell — I might have 

been his wife ; 
But all these things have ceased to be, with 

my desire of life. 

look ! the sun begins to rise, the heavens 

are in a glow ; 
He shines upon a hundred fields, and all of 

them I know. 
And there I move no longer now, and there 

his light may shine — 
Wild flowers in the valley for other hands 

than mine. 

sweet and strange it seems to me, that ere 
this day is done 
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The voice that now is speakmg may be beyond 

the sun — 
Forever and forever with those just souls and 

true — 
And what is life, that we should moan ? why 

make we such ado ? 



Forever and forever, all in a blessed home — 
And there to wait a little while till you and 

Effie come — 
To lie within the light of God, as I lie upon 

your breast — 
And the wicked cease from troubling, and the 

weary are at rest. 



COME DOWN, O MAID. 



OME down, O maid, from yonder 
mountain height : 
What pleasure lives in height, (the 
shepherd sang,) 
In height and cold, the splendor of the hills P 
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But cease to move so near the heavens, and 

cease 
To glide a sunbeam by the blasted pine, 
To sit a star upon the sparkUng spire ; 
And come, for Love is of the valley, come, 
For Love is of the valley, come thou down 
And find him ; by the happy threshold, he. 
Or hand in hand with Plenty in the maize. 
Or red with spirted purple of the vats. 
Or fox-like in the vine ; nor cares to walk 
With Death and Morning on the Silver Horns, 
Nor wilt thou snare him in the wliite ravine. 
Nor find him dropt upon the firtlis of ice. 
That huddling slant in furi-ow-cloven falls 
To roll the torrent out of dusky doors : 
But follow ; let the torrent dance thee down 
To find him in the valley ; let the wild 
Lean-headed eagles yelp alone, and leave 
The monstrous ledges there to slope, and spill 
Their thousand wreaths of dangling water- 
smoke. 
That like a broken purpose waste in air : 
So waste not thou ; but come ; for all the vales 
Await thee ; azure pillars of the hearth 
Arise to thee ; the children call, and I 
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Thy shepherd pipe, and sweet is every sound. 
Sweeter thy voice, but every sound is sweet ; 
Myriads of rivulets hurrying tlirough the lawn, 
The moan of doves in immemorial elms. 
And murmuring of innumerable bees. 



THE GOLDEN YEAR. 



E sleep and wake and sleep, but all 

things move ; 
The Sun flies forward to Lis brother 
Sun; 
The dark Eartli follows wheeled in her ellipse : 
And human things returning on themselves 
Move onward, leading up the golden year. 

Ah, though the times when some new 
thought can bud 
Are but as poets* seasons when they flower. 
Yet seas that daily gain upon the shore 
Have ebb and flow conditioning their march. 
And slow ani sure comes up the golden year. 
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When wealth no more shall rest in mounded 
heaps. 
But smit with freer light shall slowly melt 
In many streams to fatten lower lands, 
And light shall spread, and man be liker man 
Through all the season of the golden year. 

Shall eagles not be eagles ? wrens be wrens ? 
If all the world were falcons, what of that ? 
The wonder of the eagle were the less. 
But he not less the eagle. Happy days 
Roll onward, leadiug up the golden year. 

Fly, happy, happy sails, and bear the Press; 
Fly happy with the mission of the Gross ; 
Knit land to land, and blowing havenward. 
With silks, and fruits., and spices, clear of toll. 
Enrich the markets of the golden year. 

But we grow old. Ah ! when shall all men's 
good 
Be each man's rule, and universal Peace 
Lie like a shaft of light across the land. 
And like a lane of beams athwart the sea. 
Through all the circle of the golden year P 
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ST. AGNES' EVE. 



'EEP on the convent-roof the snows 

Are sparkling to the moon : 
^ My breath to heaven like vapor goes : 
May my soul follow soon ! 
The shadows of the convent-towers 

Slant down the snowy sward. 
Still creeping with the creeping honrs 

That lead me to my Lord : 
Make Thou my spirit pure and clear 

As are the frosty skies, 
Or this first snowdrop of the year 
That in my bosom lies. 

As these white robes are soiled and dark. 

To yonder shining ground ; 
As this pale taper's earthly spark. 

To yonder argent round ; 
So shows my soul before the Lamb, 

My spirit before Thee ; 
So in mine earthly house I am. 

To that I hope to be. 
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Break up the lieavens, Lord ! and far. 
Through all yon starlight keen. 

Draw me, thy bride, a glittering star. 
In raiment white and clean. 

He lifts me to the golden doors ; 

The flashes come and go ; 
All heaven bursts her starry floors. 

And strews her lights below, 
And deepens on and up ! the gates 

Roll back, and far within 
Tor me the Heavenly Bridegroom waits. 

To make me pure of sia. 
The sabbaths of Eternity, 

One sabbath deep and wide — 
A light upon the shining sea — 

The Bridegroom with his bride ! 
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SIB GAIiAHAD. 



HY good blade carves the casques of 
men. 
My tough lance thrusteth sure. 
My strength is as the strength of ten. 

Because my heart is pure. 
The shattering trumpet shrilleth high. 
The hard brands shiver on the steel. 
The splintered spear-shafts crack and fly. 

The horse and rider reel : 
They reel, they roll in clanging lists, 

And when the tide of combat stands. 
Perfume and flowers fall in showers. 
That ligiitly rain from ladies* hands. 

How sweet are looks that ladies bend 

On whom their favors fall ! 
For them I battle till the end. 

To save from shame and thrall : 
But all my heart is drawn above. 

My knees are bow'd in crypt and shrine ; 
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I never felt the kiss of love, 

Nor maiden's hand in mine. 
More bounteous aspects on me beam, 

Me mightier transports move and thrill ; 
So keep I fair thro' faith and prayer 

A virgin heart in work and will. 

When down the stormy crescent goes, 

A light before me swims. 
Between dark stems the forest glows, 

I hear a noise of hymns : 
Then by some secret shrine I ride ; 

I hear a voice, but none are there ; 
The stalls are void, the doors are wide. 

The tapers burning fair. 
Fair gleams the snowy altar-cloth, 

The silver vessels sparkle clean. 
The shrill bell rings, the censer swings. 

And solemn chants resound between. 

Sometimes on lonely mountain meres 

I find a magic bark ; 
I leap on board : no helmsman steers : 

I float till all is dark. 
A gentle sound, an awful light ! 
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Three angels bear the holy Grail : 
With folded feet, iu stoles of white. 

On sleeping wings they sail. 
Ah, blessed vision ! blood of God ! 

My spirit beats her mortal bars, 
As down dark tides the glory slides. 

And star-like mingles with the stars. 

When on my goodly charger borne 

Thro' dreaming towns I go, 
The cock crows ere the Christmas mora. 

The streets are dumb with snow. 
The tempest crackles on the leads. 

And, ringing, springs from brand and mail; 
But o*er the dark a glory spreads, 
- And gilds the driving hail. 
I leave the plain, I climb the height ; 

No branchy thicket shelter yields ; 
But blessed forms in whistling storms 

riy o*er waste fens and windy fields. 

A maiden knight — to me is given 

Such hope, I know not fear ; 
I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven 

That often meet me here. 
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I muse on joy that will not cease, 

Pure spaces clothed in living beams. 
Pure lilies of eternal peace, 

Whose odors haunt my dreams ; 
And, stricken by an angel's hand. 

This mortal armor that I wear. 
This weight and size, this heart and eyes. 

Are touched, are tum'd to finest air. 

The clouds are broken in the sky. 

And thro' the mountain-walls 
A rolling organ-harmony 

Swells up, and shakes and falls. 
Then move the trees, the copses nod. 

Wings flutter, voices hover clear : 
" just and faitiiful knight of God ! 

Ride on ! the prize is near." 
So pass I hostel, iiall, and grange ; 

By bridge and ford, by park and pale, 
All-arm*d I ride, whate'er betide. 

Until I find the holy Grail. 
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SIRLAUNOBIiOT AND QUEEN GUIN- 
BVBRB. 

A FRAGMENT. 



gas 



IKE souls that, balance joy and pain, 
With tears and smiles from heaven 
again 

The maiden Spring upon the plain 
Came in a sunlit fall of rain. 

In crystal vapor everywhere 
Blue isles of heaven laugh*d between. 
And far, in forest-deeps unseen, 
The topmost elm -tree gathered green 
From draughts of balmy air. 

Sometimes the linnet piped his song : 
Sometimes the throstle whistled strong : 
Sometimes the sparhawk, wheePd along, 
Hush*d all the groves from fear of wrong: 

By grassy capes with fuller sound 
In curves the yellowing river ran. 
And drooping chestnut-buds began 
To spread into the perfect fan. 

Above the teeming ground. 
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Then, in the boyhood of the year. 
Sir Launcelot and Queen Guinevere 
Rode thro* the coverts of the deer, 
With blissful treble ringing clear. 

She secm*d a part of joyous Spring : 
A gown of grass-green silk she wore, 
Buckled with golden clasps before ; 
A light-green tuft of plumes she bore 

Closed in a golden ring. 

Now on some twisted ivy-net. 

Now by some tinkling rivulet. 

In mosses mixt with violet 

Her cream-white mule his pastern set : 

And fleeter now she skimm'd the plains 
Than she whose elfin prancer springs 
By night to eery warblings. 
When all the glimmering moorland rings 

With jingling bridle-reins. 

As she fled fast thro* sun and shade. 
The happy winds upon her play'd, 
Blowing the ringlet from the braid : 
She looked so lovely, as she sway'd 
The rein with dainty finger-tips. 
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A man had given all other bliss, 
And all his worldly worth for this, 
To waste his whole heart in one kiss 
Upon her perfect lips. 



A FABEWBIili. 

LOW down, cold rivulet, to the sea. 
Thy tribute wave deliver : 
No more by thee my steps shall be. 
Forever and forever. 

Elow, softly flow, by lawn and lea, 

A rivulet then a river : 
Nowhere by thee my steps shall be, 

Forever and forever. 

But here will sigh thine alder-tree. 
And here thme aspen sliiver ; 

And here by thee will hum the bee 
Forever and forever. 
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A thousand suns will stream on thee, 
A thousand moons will quiver ; 

But not by thee my steps shall be, 
Forever and forever. 



THS BEGGAB MAID. 



ER arms across her breast she laid ; 
She was more fair than words can 
say: 
Barefooted came the beggar maid 

Before the King Cophetua. 
In robe and crown the king stept down. 

To meet and greet her on her way ; 
" It is no wonder," said the lords, 
" She is more beautiful than day." 

As shines the moon in clouded skies. 
She in her poor attire was seen : 

One praised her ankles, one her eyes. 
One her dark hair and lovesome mien. 
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So sweet a face, such angel grace, 
In all that land had never been: 

Cophetna sware a royal oath : 
" This beggar maid shall be my queen ! " 



MOVE EASTWABD, HAPPY EARTH. 



OVE eastward, happy earth, and leave 
Yon orange sunset waning slow ; 
Erom fringes of the faded eve, 
O, happy planet, eastward go ; 
Till over thy dark shoulder glow 
Thy silver sister-world, and rise 
To glass herself in dewy eyes 
That watch me from the glen below. 

Ah, bear me with thee, smoothly borne, 
Dip forward under starry light. 

And move me to my marriage-mom. 
And round again to happy night. 
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THE BBOOE. 

COME from haunts of coot and hern, 

I make a sudden sally 
And sparkle out among the fern. 
To bicker down a valley. 

By thirty hills I hurry down, 

Or slip between the ridges, 
By twenty thorps, a little town, 

And half a hundred bridges. 

Till last by Philip's farm I flow 

To join the brimming river. 
For men may come and men may go. 

But I go on forever. 

I chatter over stony ways. 

In little sharps and trebles, 
I bubble into eddying bays, 

I babble on the pebbles. 

With many a curve my banks I fret 
By many a field and fallow. 
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And many a fairy foreland set 
With willow-weed and mallow. 

I cliatter, chatter, as I flow 

To join the brimming river, 
For men may come and men may go. 

But I go on forever. 

I wind about, and in and out. 

With here a blossom sailing. 
And here and there a lusty trout. 

And here and there a grayling, 

And here and there a foamy flake 

Upon me, as I travel, 
With many a silvery waterbreak 

Above the golden gravel. 

And draw them all along, and flow 

To join the brimming river, 
Tor men may come and men may go, 

But I go on forever. 

I steal by lawns and grassy plots, 

I slide by hazel covers ; 
I move the sweet forget-me-nots 

That grow for happy lovers. 
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I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance. 
Among my skimming swallows ; 

I make the netted sunbeam dance 
Against mj sandy shallows. 

I murmur under moon and stars 
In brambly wildernesses ; 

I linger by my shingly bars ; 
I loiter round my cresses ; 

And out again I curve and flow 
To join the brimming river, 

Eor men may come and men may go. 
But I go on forever. 



MY lilFE IS FUIiIj of WEARY BAYS. 



Y life is full of weary days. 
But good things have not kept uloof. 
Nor wandered into other ways : 
I have not lack'd thy mild reproof. 
Nor golden largess of thy praise. 
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And now shake hands across the, brink 
Of that deep grave to which I go : 

Shake hands once more : I cannot sink 
So far — far down, but I shall know 

Thy voice, and answer from below. 



HOME THEY BROUaHT HIM SLAIN 
WITH SPEARS. 



i"OME they brought him slain with 
spears. 
They brought him home at even-fall : 
All alone she sits and hears 
Echoes in his empty hall. 

Sounding on the morrow. 

The Sun peeped in from open field, 
The boy began to leap and prance, 
Kode npon his father's lance. 

Beat upon his father's shield, — 

** hush, my joy, my sorrow." 
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CBADIiE SONa. 

HAT does little birdie say 
In her nest at peep of day ? 
Let me fly, says little birdie. 

Mother, let me fly away. 

Birdie, rest a little longer. 

Till the little wings are stronger. 

So she rests a little longer. 

Then she flies away. 

What does little baby say. 
In her bed at peep of day ? 
Baby says, like little birdie, 
Let me rise and fly away. 
Baby, sleep a little longer, 
Till the little limbs are stronger. 
If she sleeps a little longer 
Baby too shall fly away. 
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miijEiiaid's song. 

f HAME upon you, Robin, 
Shame upon you now ! 
Kiss me, would you ? with my hands. 
Milking the cow ? ' 

Daisies grow again. 
Kingcups blow again. 
And you came auJ kiss'd me milking the cow. 

Robin came behind me, 

Kiss'd me well, I vow ; 
Cuff him could I? with my hands 

Milking the cow ? 

Swallows fly again. 

Cuckoos cry again, 
And you came and kiss'd me milking the cow. 

Come, Robin, Robin, 

Come and kiss me now ; 
Help it can I, with my hands 

Milking the cow ? 

Ringdoves coo again. 

All things woo again. 

Come behind and kiss me milking the cow. 
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THE EAGIiE. 

FRAGMENT. 



E clasps the crag with hooked hands ; 
Close to the sun in lonely lands, 
Ring'd with the azure world, he stands. 



The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls ; 
He watches from his mouutain walls. 
And like a thunderbolt he falls. 




Cambridge : Printed by Welch, Bigelow, & Co. 
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